The Hi fiery of 

*Tm. O my fwcet bcoffe.I mu ft ftill be gojod Angcli to thee 
the mony is paid baclce againe, * 

Fat. Ojdo not like that paying backe,tis a double labour 1 

Vrin. I am good friends with my father,& may do any thine 
F d/.Rob me the Exchequerthe nrft thing thou doefl,anddo « 
with vnwafht hands too. 

B or. Do my Lord. 

Prin.l haue procured thee,Tacke a charge of foot.' 

Ea/.I would it had beeneofhorfe. Where fhalll findeone 
- that can ftcale wcUO,for a fine thiefe ©fthe age of xxii.or ther 
about’, I am hainoufly vnprouided.Well.Godbe thankedfor 
. thefc rebels, they offend none but the vertuous’,1 laud them l 
praife them. Pr*#.BardoIl, Bar My Lord. 

P rm, Go bcarc this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafler, 

To my brother lohn.this to my Lord of Weflmerland, * 
Go.Peto, to horfe,for thou and I 
H aue thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner timet 
Iacke meeteme tomorrow in theTcmple hail,’ 

At two aclockein theafternoone, 

There (halt thou know thy charge, and there rccciuff, 

Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy (lands on high. 

And cyther they or vvcmuftlower lie. 

Fal. Rare words braueworld.Hoflcs, my brcakefaftcome 
/Oh, I could wilh this T auernc were my drum, Exeunt, 

Enter H»tfpur,VJcrct fltrand Douglas, 

H ot Wellfaidjtny noble Scot,iffpeaking truth 
In this fine age were not thought flattery. 

Such attribution fhould theDonglas hauc 
Ashot a Soulaicr ofthisfeafonsftampe. 

Should gofo gcnerall eurrant through the world. 

By God I cannot flatter,! defie 
T he tongues offoothers s but abraucr place 
. In my harts louc hath no man then your felfc; 

Nay,taske me to my word,appr oue me Lord* 

Don, Thou art the king of honour, 

'No man (o potent breathes vpon the ground, 

.But ! will beard him, .Enter one with letters. 


Henry the fourth. 

H»t.Vo fo, and t‘is .well: What letters haft thou there ? I can 

hut thankeyou. > 1 

c^/T.Thcfe letters come from yourfatber. _ 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes he not himlelte* 

(jMef.Ue cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuous Tick. 
jypf,ZeuhdjvHo.w-har. he the leifure to be ficke 

Infuchaiuftlingtime’wholefldeshispowei-?! > 

Vnder whofe gouernment cdhte they along? 

Mef His letters beares hismind.iiot This mind. 

Wor. I prethee tell me doth he kcepe his bed? 

Mtff. He did,my Lord*fouce dayes ere I fetfor th, 

And at the time of my departure thence, 5 -it*. y - 

Hewasmuch feardby his Phifition. n • . 

Jf'w.Iwouldthe ftateof time had firft bin whole , 

Ereheby fkkneshad binvifited} ■ 

His heath was newer better worth-then now w - > 

Hw.Sicke nowjdraope now.this licknesdoth infeft 
Thevery life-bloud of our enterprife, • 

T’is catching hither, euen to our carnpei 
He writes me here, that inward ficknefle. 

And that his ffiei\dsby deputation • _ ; 

Could not fa foone be drawne,nor did he thinke it mcete, 

To lay fo dangerous arvddearea truft 
Onany foukremou’d^butonhisowne, 

Yet doth hegiue vs boldaduertifemcnt. 

That with our fmall coniunttion.we fhould on, 

T o fee how fortune is difpos’d to v s: 

Eor,as he writes, there is no qtfdilihg now, 

Becaufe the King is certaineiy> palle(l 
Ofall our purpofess what fay you toirJ 
Wor. Yourfathersficknefleis amaime to vs,' 

Hot. A perilous ga(h,a very limmelopt off,’ - 
Andyet,infaith,iti$ not his prefent want w . j 

Secmcsmore thcnwe/lvaUfindiitrwetcit goodj 
Tofet the exaft wealth of al our flatcs, 

All at one caft-to fet fo rich a maine. 

On the nice hazrard ofor.e doubtfull hbure. 

It were not good, for therin fhould wc read 
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